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The Big Figures in the Big Final. 
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pL D' ECOSSE }: 


OR knitting Stockings, Socks, and Gloves, or fot . 


ROM the moment of mixing 


“Anchor” Fil d’Ecosse is a thread unsurpassed. 
It is manufactured in white and many favoured 


fast shades. ' 


Starch is helpful. Here are some of 
the reasons for Robin’s reputation. 


It is easy to mix. 

It does not stick to the iron. 

It contains the gloss. 

It can be used for all purposes 

for which Starch is needed, 
Use 


“Anchor” Threads are seven in numbef 
FILOSHEEN VELVENO 
™ COTON A BRODER FLOX 
& T A i C i-4 . STRANDED COTTON FIL D'ECOSSS 
( FLOSS EMBROIDERY 
h 


and you will discover other 
advantages for yourself, 


“Sold in Iha., 24d. 5d. & 10d. Boxes. 


....Your Draper and Needlework Depot will supply 
you with “Anchor” Fil d’Ecosse and Instructio@ 
Leaflets. 


| 
to the pleasing finish, Robin crocheting Sports Hats and Bags the durable 


ALL MADE. BY 
RECKITT & SONS, LTD., HULL CLARK 
Makers of Zebo Liquid Grate Polish, | & CO.LIMITED 
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The “ Needlewoman” (3d. Quartert 
ts a delightfully tliustrated handboo 
on Embroidery. 
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This is the pols RECKITT’S BLUE 


Of course you may think I'm 
prejudiced, but just let me polish 
any piece of metal work in be 
house, and see how quickly and 
easily | do it—and what a shine! 


lh 
POULTRY eh 
SHEEP TRO ‘sl 
AND HURDLE” 


The “NEWLAND” 
GATE 


Very strongly made for 
fields where heavy cattle 


f 


PR 


2 graze. 3 ALL 30/- ORDERS € Strongly made ° 
2 8ft.long 9ft.long 10ft. long =| CARRIAGE PAID. 2 weather 
19/3 20/- 20/9. = ne ane ot = Swedish Deal 
RECKITT & SONS, eT HULL & LONDON. Creosoting 2/6 extra. Nottinghamshire Timber fe. Ltd. low prices. 
; Caledonian Road, RE 


Makers of Zebra Grate Polishes, etc. ‘ge mxacnsmeememmnemmmnnim lin a ROP ERT STREET, Atha a 
LL 


Please mention this paper when replying to advertisememt® ~~ 


READ THE 


| ‘Ew pisEase. 
/ SEE PAGE $Ix. 
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ms . “ti Part of the Word, post /ree : 3 months, 


' meth ae S.; 12 months (including all Special 
4 Ny, tons ts in stamps or P.0.0.’s to THE 
y, Fig, 2 He SLoreriss,” 7a, Wine OFFICE 
XT Stregt, Lonpon, E.C. 
4, 


Cay, 
Mos 2nd Contents Bills will be sent post free 
a) Ho, on appication. Reading Cases, free of 
&s, Restaurants, etc. 
a ty Po 
‘Teg “dents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be 
Onte’ Must enclose a stambed enve vpe large enou,h 


u, Condi, contributions submited, Under no 
Mapp ots will attention be given to work sent 


Val. Do not e close loose stamps. 
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Editorial Chat 


Sn, Women, and Things of the 


Moment. 

OUR first duty is to 
offer our grateful 
thanks to the nu- 
merous readers 
who have been at- 
tracted by our new 
style of cover and 
have added “The 
Half-Holiday ” to 
their list of regular 
weekly , purchases 


. . © « 
U eeatence of our having to go to press 
ht ai before date of publication, it is, of 
Wh “Ssible for us to tell at the time of 
by &t our old readers think of the alter- 
8 of which we have transformed our 
me ints the more or less moribund “Ally 
hy be the rather less Sloperian ‘ Half-Holi- 
ry big fore them: but all whose views we have 
Ue oh °btain up to the present encourage us 
At the old paper has entered into a new 
Y, pDhase. 
dH * 7 ° . * 
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hs», 

Ms, eek bringing with it ‘the climax of the 
Be ay 2. we decided that we could not do 
A Pini devote our front cover to a cartoon by 
( Tem Sporting artist, Mr J. Walker, dis- 
oN Cape kably truthful portraits of the two 

5 by“ at nis in the Association Football Cup- 

WS ton Wembley—viz., Joe Smith (Skipper of 

1 anderers) and George Kay (Captain of 
Wong ed). Other’ important figures in the 

; Shy, “be Kj &re included in the drawing, namely, 
Sas My ping, who ig a keen follower of the 
By: .. - Clegg, President of the Football As- 


linet deat Mr. Charles Crump, who, since the 
or h of Lord Kinnaird, is regarded by 
bee by the game as the G.O.M. of Football. 
TR. She Bp 2° means least, appears Mr. D. H, 
; atti” *ree in the great contest of this week, 
ey °0ks capable of fulfilling the onerous 

ty “nkless duties assigned to him. 

SR ale 

“ ay ab ary side this number will be found to 
’ yer Undance of interesting matter. The 
ty hy Will prove once and for all that our 
ait a no intention of mincing his words, 
3 dea ith faint praise, when the book with 
1S : thon is not, in his opinion, worthy of re- 


hh | 


by tity ; The book reviews which appear in 
Ay, “Rtg °f publications are usually veiled ad- 


Mbp’ frequently recommend utterly 
Pa ese This will not be the case with 
: © wi day.” When our reviewer praises, 

2 When be condemns, the 
— be justified. 


Le 


PB. tm; ©onsiderable regret that we are com 
di t a er 

Th, tite thi report of the “Ku Klux Klan’s 
yt th 8 week, in consequence of the person 
®nts ®y had decided on, having eluded the 


fone into hiding somewhere. How- 


t; 
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GIRLS WHO HELP. 


THE ONION PEELER. 


ever, we are confident he will be discovered in good 
time to be dealt with faithfully in next week’s issue. _ 
« e ® * . 


We were rather amused the other day by a cir- 
cular received from the firm of Messrs. Smith, Dalby- 
Welch, Ltd., of Gresham House, Old Broad Street, 
E.C., comprising an “ Exclusive Alphabetical List 
of the Principal Trades, Professions, etc., in the 
United Kingdom.’ Glancing through it we found 
mentioned bookbinders, booksellers, map publishers, 
newsagents, publishers, and printers, but not a soli- 
tary reference to journalists, without whose labours 
it would be difficult for the others referred to to 
exist, According, therefore, to Messrs. Smith, 
Dalby-Welsh, Ltd., journalists sre outside ‘he pale 


RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 
BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY” RHYMSTER. 


SPRING CLEANING TIME. 


The weird spring-cleaning days have come, 
The saddest in the year, 
When dreaded topsy-turveydom 
Makes happy homes so drear. 
Man walks his house with aimless feet, 
A wild unwelcome guest, 
And seeks in vain the cosy seat 
Whereon he’s wont to rest. 


There’s not a carpet on the floor, 
The boards are bleak and bare, 

When he jumps out of bed, oh, lor’! 
The tack, point up, is there, 

In frantic pain he rushes round 
To ‘find the pliers, when—_ 

Over a pail he comes to ground 
And swears enough for ten, 


An organ man outside strikes up 
That everlasting air 

Of ‘Home Sweet Home ” to fill his cup 
With sorrow and despair. 

He flees the place as one distraught 
And drowns his grief in beer; 

Thus cleanliness is-dearly bought 
When gentle spring is here, 


FE 


| READ 
Mrs. Malaprop Brown’s 


Latest Adventure. 
SEE PAGE ELEVEN, 


== 
SS 


Sloper Songlets. 


By “THE BARD.” 


SLOPER AS CO-RESPONDENT—TOOTSIE’S TALE. 


Pa’s precious pranks are getting worse, 
To all of us he’s quite a curse,, : 
We're worried, bothered, and . perplexed, 
Not knowing what will happen next. 
The latest thing that he has done 

Is quite beyond the bounds of fun. 

He’s co-respondent in divorce, 

And Ma, poor thing’s, in tears, of course. 


It happened thus: McGooseley’s wife 
Led that poor man an awful life, 
Which was, as I’m inclined to think, 
The reason why he took to drink. 
Once she invited Pa to tea, 

Then plumped herself upon his knee. 
McGooseley thereupon burst in 

And found the couple swigging gin. 


McGooseley cursed, McGooseley swore, 
And kicked my parent through the door, 
Then sought the law and made a atir 

On purpose to get rid of her. 

I wonder what Pa could be at, 

For she is such a scraggy cat. 

In one thing they’re alike, ’tis true, 

The noses of the pair are blue. 


Now Pa—one almost pities him— 

Is filled with horror to: the brim 
He sits alone and auakes with fear, 
Nor will he touch one glass of beer. 
He sees the dreadful witness-box, 

And shudders with successive shocks. 
McGooseley’s wife he’d like to roast 
In places where it hurt her most. 


And now he stands within the court, 
An object for the lawyer’s sport. | 
“Are you,” the counsel asked, “a man, 
Or are you but a warming-pan?” 

Then Pa reared up his ancient head, 
““McGooseley was my friend,” he said. 
“As for his wife. it makes me sick 
That she should play so vile a trick,” 


McGooseley rolled in very ‘drunk, 

He did not show the slightest funk. 
“Sloper, my boy,” he roared, “ we'll win 
And soak in good unsweetened gin.” 

The judge looked stern, the jury smiled, 
The ushers were extremely wild. 

Mac sought his wife, her lips he kissed. 
“This case,” the judge said, “is dismissed,” 


* « * * * 
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of the principal trades and professiona of the 
country. 


Although it makes those of us who are engaged 


‘in pen-pushing for the amusement or edification of 


the reading public feel a trifle small, we suppose 
the stigma must be borne—at any rate, until our 
next number appears. THE EDITOR. 
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SIGNS OF THE TIMES, 


BAGE FOUR 


Hello! Hello!!--’Ullo!! 


008 SIE 


Here I am! Exchange, 
really Iam here! Please don’t go on ringing when - 
I keep telling you I am here!!! 


YES—yes—yes—yes!! 


/ 


Oh! my goodness! what can I do to stop this 
awful noise? The local fire engines will come out! 
Exchange, I have taken off the receiver! Iam here! 
I—I—I’l) break the instrument in a minute! Now, 
if I wanted you to ring, I shouldn’t be able to get 
hold of you! Or if someone wanted me, you would 
say, ““Number engaged” while I was hanging on 
the other end, yelling myself hoarse! 


* . . . 
But now—oh! I can’t stand this! I—I—I-— 
Oy J s - = 


Oh! at last! Yes, of course I am here! I’ve 
been here for ten minutes. almost deadened by that 
awful bell!! What? What? WHAT? Couldn’t 
get any reply? Heavens! I’ve been replying till 
I never thought I should have breath to reply any 
more to anything! 

‘« eS * * « 


Yes—well—now—yes, what is it? After all that, 
the least I can expect is that someone is telephoning 
from Buckingham Palace to— WHAT? YouU!! 
LARDI!! D’you mean to say it’s only you all 
about nothing at all? My dear girl, I do wish you 
would learn to be a little more tactful over your 
telephoning! No, no; I’m not saying it is actually 
your fault; but it is a curious fact that whenever 
it’s you on the wire, something seems to go wrong 
with the telephone! I think telephones are very 
sensitive things. and it seems to me they have got 
their likes and dislikes, and they always make a 
point of going wrong when the caller-up isn’t—er—er 
—well, just what the wires find sympathetic! All a 
matter of vibration, I s’pose!! Some people always 
do vibrate in most un-thrilling way possible to 
vibe!! 

* * * = . 

Never mind, it can’t be helped, and now that 
you have got me, what do you want? What? You 
heard what? That I had had a dangerous experi- 
ence at the Zoo? Mauled by a lion? No, certainly 
not! No such luck for the lion! (as Bob and all 
the dear appreciative boys would say !). 

— - o - - 

Trampled by an ant? How could an—oh' an 
elephant!! lLardi, do try to speak more distinctly! 
There is such a lot of difference between an ant and 


an elephant!) 
ie *. . * . 


No, if you really want to hear about it I will 
tell you. And, after all, I'm not sure that it won't 
be a relief to tell someone about the really horrid 
things that have’ been happening to me these last 
few days!! Directly I confide in any body—even 
the dullest and most uncomprehending person— 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


things seem to improve!! Therefore I will proceed 


to tell you all about it, 
« e e « se 

Well, Lardi, I think it is time that we really 
began to improve our social position and to mix 
with more important people, and as I know that the 
best way of rising in the world is to take up Charity 
or Social Reform as a hobby, I decided to accept 
Lady Noboose’s invitation to speak at a meeting 
which she was holding at her mansion just by 
Regent’s Park. The subject of the meeting was 
“THETOTAL HOMES OF ENGLAND,” and I pro- 
mised to uphold the view that these and these only 
are the happy homes of England. 

e o e e e 

Now, as you know, I haven’t got any really 
smart hats, so as I wanted to make a good impres- 
sion at the meeting—and women always think about 
other women’s hats more than they do about their 
morals or their minds! I bought a really stunning 
toque. Six guineas, my dear, and just nothing but 
masses of artificial Parisian fruit and flowers, and 
looking likeja bit of harvest thanksgiving! 


Dinky! Spiffing to a degree!! 

J e a « . 

Well, as Bob knew I should be at Regent's Park, 
he suggested that we should go for a stroll in the 
dear old Zoo before I turned into the meeting. 

* o * . * 

So in we went and wandered round, and if cer- 
tain thoughts did enter my head as we drifted round 
the monkey house, I—J—er—well, dearie, I am not 
going to be rude and tell them to you! I never 
see that any good can be done by telling unpleasant 
truths to anyone! 


And from the dear monks we went to the dear 
lions and tigers, after which we drifted round the 
grounds until, just as we reached the camels’ enclo- 
sure, Bob became quarrelsome, and we stood still 
to argue unon some ailly old subject or other. 
(What was it? Oh!—er—oh! yes; it was whether 
engaged girls should make goo-goo eyes at married 
men, provided the men were rich enough for it to 
be worth while.) 

s * . . . 

“You know, my dear boy, you are something 

very much like a fool!” I said, leaning up against 


APRIL 8 


the high wooden fence surrounding the cae 9 
“What, have we already begun to dev 


matrimonial likeness?” he replied, trying 
funny, and not succeeding, et 
“Oh! don’t be so feeble!” I implored, WO 


a 


why quite nice men will often spoil themsel¥ 
making ridiculous jokes. 
* ¢ * j 
After that we went on arguing and nase ig 
by way of getting in train for a hapPy¥ ; 
life in days to come!—until suddenly I aor 
(Ice cream? No. of course not! I core tials 
Lardi, dear, I really am afraid you are } 
little deaf! Why don’t you get one of tho® 
things the wear over the ear, fixed under the 
I’m sure you’d hear better then!) 
« «. . . fa 
Yes, I screamed! And, oh! do you knoW a 
was? 


* « 


« * . . a ? 
tb! 


Well, I felt as if my scalp was being li 
my skull! Awful sensation! It seemed 24 


playful puss! 
than you have, any day of any week!) 
e = * * * yo 

Yes—well—and the reason I screamed bint y 
the biggest and most benevolent‘looking ca t v 
manipulated his long neck, put his head ove g 
fence, and was, by that time. calmly cheW¥ 
£6 6s. toaue! | 


° . « = . ? ] 


Fruit, flowers, foundation, velvet bow, vg 
went into the tummv of that detestable aw 
And when he had finished. he sniffed f 

under i 


around, as though looking for more! b 
he much preferred £6 6s. toques to the usual 


and buns!! 
e * e wo « gf 


So there was I hatless and heartbrokem’ gf, 
could I go to speak on “ Teetotal Home* yi 
land” in an aristocratic house without 
Well, do you know what I did—- You 
now? All right, my dear, don’t! Yes, very 
yes, perhaps I’ll tell you next time you ris yl 
unless, of course, you happen to be wantin€ “gh” 
about yourself all the time!! a-ta-ta-ta-t” 
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“The camel. . 


GIRL WHO WATCHED POINTS, 


Mabel: I don’t see why you should call he 
spiteful. I thought she was paying you a compli- 
ment, 


May (petulantly): Oh, you don’t know her! 
Mabel (surprised): Why, didn’t she tell you that 
you were looking your old self again? 


May: She said, “Quite your old self,” with the | 


accent on the adjective. 


< IN| 


is 


KIX! x¢ 


. was, by that time, calmly chewing my £6 6s, toque!” 


AN APT DESCRIPTION. 


- ) 
A woman rushed ‘into a police-statio® we 
day and informed the officer in chars 
youngest boy was lost. to 
“He’s dark,” she replied, in answe? ne 
stable’s request that she would describe t 
lad, “and he stutters badly.” 
“Oh! I see,” interrupted the man in 
who hesitates is lost.” 
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ay 28. 1923 
ALES OF STAGELAND. 


By MURDOCK STIMPSON. 
!llustrated by the Author. 


uae ye, mM the days when good ‘actors and ac 
veVer, aif forced to accept meagre wages—days, 

4, Pus, th ich, with all their hardships, were not 
© ray of humour that makes life worth 
Se & certain actor, who had been forced 
Dlay * low wage, was touring with a big cos- 


is. 
&Ctor was 


; a most humorous fellow and 
4Mon > 


his achievements the art of being 


rs, and as far as I could discover, one 
le sat, gazing at one of the knees, the 
Which had grown so weak that in one 
had passed away, leaving a 


Tope. 
NA v. Mvited us to tea on the following after- 
da! id aecepted. My friend was delighted 
dan an ®at sadness overcame him. He had one 
lp TOuge 


tint tr; ~ I suggested 

hen tron, Y the aid of a needle and cotton ob- 

bi tga landlady. When he had finished it 

“ey, Ang fay than before. Mine were too small for 
‘ th there was no help for it but to go in 

mF the ey were. 

Ry, ibe tome we arrived outside the ladies’ digs 
h. wing day, the stitches had come out 


The : 
rs eet idea. FE was to go in first 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY.. 


and he would follow.. This way the ladies would 
not notice the tear, and afterwards, while I occu- 
pied their attention, he was to sit ina chair and 
cross his legs, plaving one leg carefully over the 
other, and thus hiding the patch from view. 

Everything went well. There he sat, with his 
legs crossed as happy as a sand boy. I was to give 
him a look if he forgot at any moment and un- 
crossed them. This caused a lot of attention to- 
wards him on my part. 

When tea was ready I managed to attract our 
hostesses’ attention to some object in the room, as 
he passed to the table and took his seat there; and 
also as he returned to the easy chair after the meal, 


Tro Peegt| 
\ —_ 


_— 


> ns J ¥ wee 
VZZ LLLP TS 
Conversation grew quite interesting. Several 
times I had given him the look when. he had for- 
cotten, and had uncrossed his legs. At last we 
both forgot. I noticed it first, and after a little 
diplomacy, gave him the look. Over went his leg 
in a flash. 
“Everything went well,’”’ he whispered to me as 
we were leaving; ‘‘they didn’t notice it.’ 
I waited outside as he hung behind, speaking to 


PITY THE POOR 
i HUSBAND. 


thi 
Nk a wife needs more recreation, Gentle- 


’ 

Mtrags (ke her along Oxford Street or Regent 
look at the shops.”—A Famous Novelist. 

e. W 

ay “n I return from biz. at night, 

“€ged to raise an, appetite, 
y,,.™ I to have no rest’ 
Cp, 1. who long for slippered feet, 

aimlessly through Oxférd Street 

- t thereabouts up West? 


M 
By I, who barely pay my way 
& °fging through the livelong day. 
My nto temptation lead 
Wh Wife, my better particle, 
.# sure to spot some article 
© wants, but doesn’t need? 
Gre. 
Yo Scribe. my dubious mind suspects 
&re a traitor to your sex 
By 2 giving such advice. 
Bo,’ all the same, no doubt ‘twill pay, 
..Yomen everywhere will say, 
at novelist is so nice!” 
Buss 
Oy,” the obligation rest 
“es to follow your behest, 
2 he should married be, 
Mar pre sincerely I rejoice 
“a ™, so far, no woman’s choice— 
r Short, that I am free! 


ol 


* A QUICK WAY OUT. 


Migtligy “etican was bragging of the terrible speed 
i ® Taing travelled in his hustling country, 
ity, Selishman, who was recently in the Land 
ay Yo \t Of Heaven, said: 
Ne Keq {Call that rapid? Why, only last. week 
ty ‘rd-class for Belfast in Dublin and got 
Second.” 


oS 


THING WRONG SOMEWHERE. 
tr. 
Mip , bets : : : 
y Tag "88: What ridiculous, impossible things 
Rots 4.90 plates are! 
, Miges: 
t yy, te os I know they used to be, but most of 
~,* Mj, PPOduced from photographs nowadays. 
he are "el This one can’t be, I’m quite certain. 
Uj Wit WO women going in opposite directions, 
% b... -2nd-new dresses on, and neither is 
at the other. 


Lek 
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, PAGE FIVE 


one of the ladies. 
\furious. ; 

“They saw it!” he said, “and offered to mend 
it for me!” 

It fairly put him into a bad humour. That 
evening an old friend of his came round the back 
of the stage to see him, Some time later I noticed 
he had been imbibing heartily; still, he was more 
sullen than happy. The friend had evidently been 
reminding him of better days in the long ago. 

Scene followed scene, as usual, until a front-cloth 
came, before which, as one of the villains, he had 
business with another traitor. 

He was on the stage before the black-out took 
place, standing behind the front-cloth, with cloak 
around him and arms folded. The tabs swept 
apart; the other traitor was on, speaking his. ven- 
geance to the audience., My friend was supposed to 
follow on almost at once, but he showed no signs 
of moving, or unfolding his arms. The governor 
and the stage manager both called to him to go 
on: still he never moved or spoke. Finally, the 
governor yelled at him and danced around in a 
temper, * 

‘Are you going on to-night?” he roared. 

“No!” he husked in’ reply. ‘Go and act the 
d—— scene yourself!” then, as an afterthought he 
remarked. with a dreary smile, “ You can’t, be- 
cause I’ve got the dress on. Oh, cut it out!’ 

“You’re sacked!’ cried the governor—then to 
the stage manager, “Ring down on it!” 

What with the refreshments and the mood he 
was in, he remembered nothing of what had hap- 
pened afterwards, and, peculiarly to add, he did not 
leave the company; his apology was ae¢cepted the 
next day. 


When he joined me -he was 


AT BURLINGTON HOUSE. 


Friend: Do you think this portrait by Mahlstick 
is taken from life? 

Rude Critic: Dunno. Tut the artist ought to be. 
o(— 
NEW WAY OF PAYING RENT. 

Child hands landlord one 
rent, 

Tandlord: Tell your ma this won’t do. If I 
don’t get more I shall have to send the bailiffs. 

Child: Please, master, you wouldn’t ’ave got that 
only mother sold the back door! 


NOT NECESSARILY. 


and threepence for 


“Talk about animals having no intelligence,” 
exclaimed an assertive member of our club, “ d’ye 
know that my dog Rudolph cannot speak, and yet 
he has as much sense as I have?’ 

“Very likely,” conceded the man who was bored 
stiff, ‘“‘but that doesn’t prove that the poor thing 


‘is intelligent!’’ 


au VINCENT 


THEATRICAL NOTE. 
“TI was always mad on airships and aeroplanes, 
‘so I bought a theatre.”’ 
“Good gracious! Why?” 
“A theatre has wings and flies.” 
)o( 
MAKE-WEIGHT MISSING. 


_ Binks (to friend): Hallo, old chap, you’re look- 
ing thin since you retired from business! 

Friend (an ex-coal dealer): Yes, things aren’t se 
good as they were, and, you see, I haven’t weighed 
myself lately. 

-———)o(———_- 


PRACTICAL MAMA. 


Mother: You ought to consider yourself a fortu- 
nate girl now you are engaged to Frank Richleigh. 
He has everything. 

Violet: Yes, mother, I knéw he has money; but 
that surely isn’t everything! 

Mother: It’s a great consideration, especially 
when you remember he also has a weak heart. 
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WIFE: We have been married twelve years, and not once have | missed baking you a cake for your 


birthday, have 1, dear? 


HUBBY: No, my pet; ! can look back upon those cakes as milestones in my life. 
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A SHORT STORY WITH A. PUNCH, 

SHOWING HOW LOVE LAUGHS NOT 

ONLY AT LOCKSMITHS, BUT RULES, 

REGULATIONS, AND RESOLUTIONS 
AS WELL. 


“AS I understand it,’ said Everett Wilkinson, 
“you wish me to make desperate love to some 
member of the Bachelor Girls’ Club.” 

“In the interests of science,’’ added Professor 
Theodore Emerson by way of explanation. 

“But how in the world can you advance the 
cause of science?’ persisted the young man. 

“All that will be made clear to you later,” an- 
swered the professor. “I believe I am on the verge 
of a great discovery, and I call upon you to sacrifice 
yourself upon the altar of human knowledge.” 

“But these bachelor girls claim to give no 
thought to love. They ignore it as something of no 
importance, something unworthy of the serious con- 
sideration of a progressive woman.” 
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CUSTOMER: Waitress, will you bring me some more baked potatoes? 


patches. 
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strongest citadel must be affected in time by a con- 
tinuous bombardment. . 

“I think,” said Everett after sométhing like a 
month had elapsed, “that she is beginning to take 
a great interest in me.” 

“Good!” exclaimed the professor. 
And how about, the other girls?” 

“Why, to tell the truth,’’ replied Everett, “I 
think they are becoming somewhat interested, too. 
It is my impression that they are keeping a close 
watch on the progress of affairs, and occasionally 
enjoy teasing Miss Hartley.” | 

“Good again,’ returned the professor. ‘“ Return 
to the battle, my dear boy, and above all things do 
not pledge her to secrecy when you become en- 
gaged.’”’ 

“Engaged!” cried Everett. 
to become engaged.” 

“Ah, but science demands many sacrifices of her 
devotees,”’ responded the professor. ‘And don’t for- 
get there will be a reward.” 

“Hang science!” ejaculated the young man, but 
he returned to his task with renewed energy just 
the same. It wasn’t such a bad job after all. The 
girl was pretty and entertaining, and now that he 
had broken down her reserve he spent many enjoy- 
able evenings in her company, 

Furthermore, the actions of the other girls addea 
zest to the advantage. At first they ignored him. 
He was a mere man, and as such was worthy of no 
more attention than might be bestowed upon the 
grocer’s boy or the maid who did the housework. 
Men unquestionably had the right to exist, so it was 


** Keep it up. 


“But I don’t want 


These are full of bad: 


CHEERFUL WAITRESS: Sorry, miss; they must be wind-falls! 


‘Precisely,’ said the professor. ‘“‘That is why I 
want you to make love to one of them—any one you 
may choose; it is immaterial to me.,’”’ 

“And what do I get out of it?” inquired the 
young man. 

‘You will be amply recompensed, my dear fel- 
low,”’ replied the old professor. ‘Take my word 
for that. Just do as I say; report to me with rea- 
sonable frequency, and I assure you, you will have 
no cause to regret it.” 

So it came about that Everett Wilkinson laid 
siege to the heart of Miss Estelle Hartley, and, as 
was quite natural, soon became deeply interested in 
the task he had set himself under such extraordi- 
nary circumstances. Miss Hartley did not rebuff 
him, The members of the Bachelor Girls’ Club 
were not men-haters; they realised that men were 
occasionally a greet convenience, if properly held 
in check, but they stoutly asserted that they were 
far from being a necessity to woman’s happiness. 
They were to be endured and utilised, but not en- 
couraged, for every one of the bachelor girls boasted 
that she wus heart-free, and expected to remain so, 
However, the youne mem made progress. Even the 


necessary that they should be endured, but that was 
all. They were in the same category as horses and 
dogs and other animals that do not especially con- 
cern bachelor girls. by 

But after a time he noted a change. They be- 
came mildly interested in the courtship. They were 
inclined to look down upon Miss Hartley as a weak 
sister, but they were curious. The contempt that 


. they claimed to feel for her did not prevent them 


from occasionally inviting her confidence and listen: 
ing with more or less eagerness to what she had to 
say about this masculine biped, 

Then their interest became deeper and more en 
grossing. .They excused it among themselves on the 
ground that it was in the nature of a socialogical 
study, and the acquirement of knowledge is the es- 
pecial aim of the bachelor girl. 

So they watched and waited and speculated, and 
in their superior, supercilious way noted the enthu- 
siasm and apparent happiness of their companion 
when the subject of conversation happened to be 
Everett, Wilkinson. 

He readily realised that the 
coming absorbed in him and his campaign for the 


yhole elub was be- 
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heart of the bacheler girl, and he prom rh 
ported the facts to the professor. The jatte® op 
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his hands and smiled and gave every 4 
being as happy as if he had discovered a © gal 
or unearthed some great secret of eget wp! 7 


he said was, “ Glorious! glorious! Keep i ja? li 
names will be inscribed on the scroll of 4 a 
letters a foot high.” pag , ay 

This didn’t exactly satisfy the youn “ror ta, 
he made up his mind if it was necessat 1 th 
to make love to a pretty girl in the cause fet ¥ Me r 
he would do his best not to let science 84 ay = by 

Poor old science gets enough hard knooke ey Fs 
world without being thrown down by a vir} ae Wj 


man whose sole duty consists of holding F 
hand, looking into her eyes, and sighins- y 
Then came the first kiss. Possibly vf f 
have had it before, but he was cautious. eat 
however, that she told the girls about it et 
in strict confidence—by their absorbing } in 
him when he next called. gov i‘ Ye, 
Apparently he constituted ‘their one “ids 


divertissement after the more serious aa 
the day, and when he finally proposed there ‘é AS 
flutter throughout the bachelor girls’ ae : ¥ 
that would have done credit to a young lad oy Ms ty 
nary. From cellar to garret there was ity t 
suppressed excitement that could not hav® 4 ia a 
attract the attention of anyone entering thy 


and he felt sure he heard someone say j 
leaving, ‘“‘Oh, do tell me all about it * # i 
good girlie!” It was evident that te pod 
sister” had suddenly become extremely Hy 

“And now,” said the young man a v 
fessor, when he. made his report, “« what 
done ”’ 

“Keep it up! keep it up!’ exclaimed o yi : 
fessor. “You have done magnificently, * oy Pas. 
will be your reward. What are the oth 
doing?” 

“Oh, nothing much except watching 
swered the young man. “I believe OD? i» 


has written to a young man to whom sbe ope . 
the mitten, asking him to call, and a?" jo gy 


' x ae 
with the son of a wealthy railway man- ” 


to me one or two other young men have * oom 


suddenly taken to driving in the park ooo 


there rather regularly, too, but that is - F. ae 
“ All!’ cried the professor. ‘“‘ All! woe 6 hy 

do you want? Oh, this is superb! one a! &, 

more, my boy; only one month more, and ee 

claim your reward. Report to me in th)?” yf 


“I don’t see.” began the young mat | ¥y 
professor interrupted him. ay 


“Tt isn’t necessary that you should,” ie) i 
latter. ‘In thirty days the case will be?) @y AY 
disproved. Come back to me then, oF: ’ 4 “f 
thoughts,” he added, “come back the m® } Yay, 
thing new develops.”’ ty 

“Such as what?” ae 


“ Anything—anything at all out of th 

He was back in ten days. 

“T don’t know whether what I have t? 
be of any particular interest to you,” he 
two of the other girls are engaged to 
and a third eloped last night,’’ 

“Eureka!” the professor fairly 
theory is proved,” o 

“What theory?” demanded the youn? 4 

“That love ig contagious,” replied the ak. 

“Great mackerel!” cried the young ™® @é 
is that the scientific fact that I have / 
strating?’’ ah? 
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“Tt is the glorious discovery that will m “se 
famons,” answered the professor jubilant if ‘es 
“But where do I come in?” demanded 0? “hes 
man, “TI have done all the work. what f “y 
out of it? Where’s the promised reward u fet F 
“Reward!” repeated the professor- tee 
Why, you get the girl, don’t you? 7 Si : 
you want?” : 


THE PAIN AND THE POINT: 
? 


Patient: Doctor, how long does it ™@ 
one to recover from an operation for 2? 
Doctor: Physically, or—er—financiallY 


jo( 
METHOD IN HIS MADNESS: 


my 


ig . . Z . e} 
“ Wilking,” said the vicar’s wife, mo? 


than in anger, “I’m sorry to see youre - rag) 
in to our coal-club this vear.”’ : jaee™ 

“Well, mum,” replied the canny vil * fl 
like this ’ere. I used to live in Aspidest® rhe 
but now I’ve moved into Station Ro’ 
‘ouse is only just behind the coalyard.” 
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#} SONG OF THE ROAD. 
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! y 2 Yon tang with you, my lad, whichever way 


. 


t yytieny*** me, too, the side of you, with heart as 
air; 
€ 
h a for where the road you take’s a-leading— 
i b : 
i my tdere. be a joyful jaunt the whilst you journey 
yy © yy You take’s the path of love, an’ that’s the 
J I “i of two— ’ 


2 Wit, Walk with you, my lad—Oh! I will walk 
. You. 


8) : 
hry will. walk with you, my lad, 
4 weather black or blue, 
Toadsides frost or dew, my lad— 
j be ®h! I will walk with you. 
: g 
4, Mag my lad, I'll walk with you, whatever 
> nm, May blow. 
art, *r-blossoms stay our steps, or blinding 
Wa of snow: 


r 4g wil ig you set face and foot’s the way that 
ag ° 


ir 
i. ne, *e Pll. bé, abreast of you, the Saints and 
fo know. 
‘ng han@ in loyal hand, and one heart made 
h ; ° 
Yay Summer’s gold, or winter’s cold, it’s I will 
; With you. 


8 
Ure. I will walk with you, my lad, 
T As Love ordains me to— 


€aven’s door, and through, my lad, 
Oh! 7 


ee walk with you. 
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Of a teag on the menu 
i. BS Y if you would 
a, matt now.” 

if lieg Ust begin at once,” 
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D-MORNING, sir,” 


& “ly. © new arrival 
Met ba, t am in haste 
® actly K to amy school ot 
po od ay The Youngsters.” 
id rite Head Waiter gazed 
| Rigg UStomer with mild 
OT %p,%o, _ “I should never 
, 70 for a teacher, 
“One o’ 
on strike at 
s’pose?” he 
th * Pity! It 
‘do Kids at a loose 
“No. & itr” 
. “bey I'm not one,of the \ 
Ye, Of pedagogic peace at 


| has; 
pce 


Croydon,” 
“but, speaking of loose ends, I should 
&nqy, S0me of my unruly youngsters at the 


A kou 
Ae Tetneeere in corporal punishment, then, sir? 
tio, 
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go 


| - surprises me. I thought the idea that 


Sut» 


oat 


Could be imparted by physical force was 
remarked the Head Waiter. 


lp * * . © - 

4 strange thing,” observed the customer, 
alled civilisation advances, the more evi- 

Wa, mes that corporal punishment is the 

deal with certain types of offenders, 


A Bat 
Begg What will you take to eat, sir?” interposed 
) Wa; : 
fae Ang ,, iter deferentially. 
s? at a certain class of individual can only 


, th 
p P ty t to a sense of responsibility by the 


Je & Youn.” application of the lash. Now, some of 
et te, Rsterg receive as much as £400 a year—some 
ge ge pe £5,000. The money is not paid to them 
ao? Nhe a tem to behave themselves only, but also 

h, j, “telligent interest in their various tasks, 


Most instances, goodness knows, are light 


Se ee ne ee ee ? 
\_ The Head Waiter and Mr. Speaker. 
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PAGE SEVEN 


HUSBAND (reading headline of newspaper paragraph): Velasquez, worth £60,000, 


WIFE (disdainfully): Umph! 
I suppose, 


Another of those 


ad 


receive the higher 


enough. Most of those who 
fees——”’ 

“You haven’t selected your lunch yet, sir—if 
you’ll excuse me,” interrupted the Head Waiter 
again, uneasily. 

. Ad 7 * * 

“I was saying,’ continued the somewhat impres- 
sive stranger, 

“Shut up!’scried the parrot from. a hidden 
corner. 

The customer paused-—an expression of painea 
amazement on his face. 

“I had hoped I should be free here—at any rate, 
for a little while. from the sounds of rudeness and 
abuse,” said the stranger sadly. ‘It scarcely seems 
to have been worth my while to have come so far.” 

“But it was only our parrot, sir!’’ explained the 
Head Waiter. 

“A parrot!’’ exclaimed the luncher who hadn’t 
lunched. “Take it away! TI detest parrots. I am 
surrounded and overwhelmed with parrots in the 
ordinary course of my work, and I am positively fed 
up with parrots, If only they would say something 
fresh every time they spoke, it would be so dif- 
ferent.” 

“But I understood you were 
line?” exclaimed the Head Waiter. 
you have for lunch, sir? 


in the teaching 
“But what WILL 
The famous rump-steak- 


kidney-oyster-lark, etc., pudding is just dcomin’ 
down, sir, Shall I bring you a portion?” 
* * 7” * * 


“As a matter of fact, and to be quite candid— 
in confidence, mind—sometimes I don’t know what 
it is I am surrounded by!” pursued the speaker. “1 
try to keep calm, and I believe I succeed. But 
when they start fighting or pretending, or trying to 
fight before my face, it becomes a great trial, and 
I sometimes have no alternative but to leave my 
chair—to abandon my post, so to speak—to the forces 
of disorder.”’ 

“What exactly are you talking about, 
asked the Head Waiter: “parrots or pupils? 
in the meantime. what will you have to eat?” 

“T thought you knew I had in mind that dis- 
graceful scene in the House the other evening,” said 
the customer. 

“No. sir.” replied the Head Waiter. “But it 
must be a common sort of house if they go on there 
like what you’ve said.’’ 


sir?’ 
And, 


. 


wretched people who made money during the war, 


“It certainly is a common house in the sens 
that it is the House of Commons,” laughed the ec 
tomer, glancing slyly at the Head Waiter’s puzzlea 
face. 

“Ah! I’ve got it!’’ cried the latter. ‘‘ You’re 
Mr. Speaker! Ha, ha, sir! Very good indeed! 
Parrots and naughty boys, eh? You’ve got ’em to 
a tee! And you ain’t allowed to birch ’em!—wot a 
pity!” 


* . . . . 


‘It IS a pity,’ agreed the customer, “for I like 
them all—in a way. They are like a lot of naughty 
boystome. Some are most difficult to deal with, and 
are a great strain on my patience. But there they 
are! They have been elected. They are the chosen 
of their constituents. who should know more about 
the man they send to Parliament than I do, who 
am merely there to receive him and keep him more 
or less in order!” 

The Speaker laughed heartily for a few mo 
ments, and then suddenly asked: ‘‘ Well, where’s the 
pudding?” : 

“But vou haven’t said what you will take, sir,’’ 
expostulated the Head Waiter. ‘I’ve been trying 
to catch your eye so as to get a ruling from you 
with respect to grub.” 

“Don’t try to be funny by mixing up Parlia- 
mentary jargon: I hear quite enough of it while 
the House is in Session.” 


‘*But you’ll excuse me, sir, the question is, that 
the Speaker do now take the chair at the festive 
board and have a go at the festive pudding,” said 
the Head Waiter. 

“T scarcely think we need proceed to a division 


_ about that.” observed the Speaker, gazing around 
“at the empty tables, 


: I cannot detect a dissentient 
voice. The House will adjourn for the purpose of 
permitting the Speaker to fill his face.’ 

At this moment the hidden parrot emitted a 
loud peal of derisory laughter. 

‘Even the much-tried Speaker,” remarked that 
gentleman, ‘‘can sometimes raise a laugh—if it ie 
only from a parrot!” 

“And from a waiter also, sir, if you will per- 
mit me to say so with the greatest respect,” said 
that worthy. 

“Dear me!” exclaimed the Speaker, glancing ‘at 
his watch, “I’m afraid I haven’t time for luncheon 
after all! Ah. well: here’s your tip, all the same. 
Perhaps we shall meet again.’’ 

“Very likely, sir. I am thinking of putting up 
in the Head Waitérs’ interests at the next General 
Election.” retorted the Head Waiter, bowing his 
unaccustomed customer out, 
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CHARLES 
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PHAYRE: Do you think that beggar was really blind? When ! gave him a penny he said: “Thank you, pretty lady.” 
DAYRE: He must be, . 


ee) Peautiful day! 
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This is not a, gentle- 
man being taught the 
right way to eat ma- 
caroni, but merely a 
victim in the hands of 

la dentist. 
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HE: He offered to pay my funeral expenses. 
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SHE: What did he say? 


BRAG AND BOUNCE, 


“TOP of the morning to you! How’s the world 
treating you, old son?” 

“Very seldom, my boy—very seldom!” 

“You look pretty pleased, nevertheless.” 

“T am. My landlord is raising my rent next 
week.” ; 

“TI don’t see anything in that to rejoice over.” 

“Well, I’m glad, for I don’t know how on earth 
T am to raise it myself.” 

“That's a funny dog of yours. 
he?” 

“A dachshund. They’re always like that—long 
body and short legs.” , 

“Yes: there must be lots of places that he can’t 
scratch!” . 

“Smart lad! I had a nasty letter this morn- 
ing from someone who didn’t sign his name.” 

“Really! What did it say?’ 

“Tt called me a thief, a swindler, a scoundrel, 
a nincompoop, and a rogue. ~Who would you say 
it was from, old son?” 

“Oouldn’t say, old bean; but it sounds as 
though it’s from someone who knows you well.” 


What breed is 
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“Rude fellow! When are you going to pay me 
the money you borrowed from me a year ago?” 

“Bah! You remind me of a little child.” 

“In what respect?’ 

“°Cause a little child often asks questions that 
the wisest man cannot answer.” 

“T’m not surprised at your evading the subject; 
we're living in hard times.” 

“Yes; but I’ve heard of harder.” 

“That so? When?’ 

“The Stone Age!’ 

“But it’s hard to be poor, isn’t it?’ 

“No; it’s easy enough. The hard job is to get 
rich!” ; 

“Stlil, it is always as well to look on time as 
money.” 

“At that rate Bob Buster should be a mil- 
lionaire.”’ 

“Why so?” 7 

“He’s just got ten years!” 

“Gee! Some chaps are never 
they’re in trouble.” 

“You're right. But happiness is only the pur- 
suit of something—-not the catching of it.” 


happy unless 


“H’m! Then you’ve never chased the last ’bus 
on a rainy night. But, tell me, what was Bob run 
in for?” 


“He knocked down two policemen and got ar- 
rested for gambling.”’ 

“Gambling?” 

“Yes; he was tossing coppers in the street!’’ 

“Talking of criminals, here’s a riddle, What’s 
the difference between a thief and the hands of a 
clock?” 

*T’ll leave it to you.” 

‘“‘Well. when a thief is arrested he starts doing 


WAITER: Steak as usual, sir? 
DINER: No, I'm tired to-night—hash! 


BEAT JONAH! 
Witty: Yesterday I saw something more wonder- 
ful than Jonah in a whale. 

Green: You did—what was it? 

Witty: Two old ladies in a fly. 

——— ol 
ANANIAS NOT IN IT. 

Three students were talking in a cafe. “My 
dear fellow,” said one, “I painted one day last week 
a small piece of pine-wood in imitation of marble 
so perfectly that it sank to the bottom of the 
water.” 

“Pshaw!” said another; “yesterday I sus- 
pended my thermometer on the easel that holds my 
view of the Polar regions. It fell at once to twenty 
degrees below zero.’ 

“That’s nothing,” said the third. ‘“ You know 
my Uncle Harry. Well, I painted his portrait so 
life-like that I have to trim his whiskers regular 
once a month.” : 


a 


THE SHRIEK OF THE DESERT, 
ee eee ~ 
Molly (at Margate): I love dancing, and Jack 
fox-trots beautifully! He says the world was like 
a desert to him until he met me. 
Polly: Ah, that explains why he dances so like a 
camel, I suppose! 


yn ELS 
NOT MUCH TO HIS TASTE. 


At a dinner given recently by a wealthy land- 
owner to his tenants the following incident occurred. 
Soup was the course that was going round, and all 
the farmers were partaking of it freely except the 
one on the host’s right hand. 

“Well, Mr. Kidner,’*® remarked the host, “ won't 
you take some soup?” 

But the guest, observing the vermicelli in the 
soup, answered: ‘“ Noa, thankee, zur. Oi can ate 
moast things, but Oi really canna’ abide maggoty 
broth!” 


- have come to foind us wid lanterns.” 
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time, but when the hands of a clock are * 
they stop doing time.” po 
a thief arrested” 


“That reminds me. I saw wn 
hotel the other day.” i 

“Really! What were you doing there? , 

“TI was waiting.” 5 

“Waiting! What for?” 

“ Money !” % 

“ Who was going to give you the money? 

“The man I was waiting for.” pr 

“Tut, tut! What did he owe you the ' 
for?” \ 

“ Waiting!” a 

“For the love of Mike explain yourself. poy 

“Well, you see, I was head waiter at the sf 

“Smart lad! I’m going to a concert pair 
night. But, there, you don’t care for siD€ Rey 
you?” ) §bo 

“What makes you think that?’ ‘x; 

“’Cause you went into your garden last : Me 
while your wife was singing.” 6 Dt 

“Pooh! That was to let tke neighbo le 


ee 


that I wasn’t knocking her about!” 
“By the way, Jones told me you were 
all your nightshirts. Why?” 2 
“T have got a job as a night-watchman! ru a 
“Talking of jobs, da you believe that to 


paw 


= 
a 


nl 
0 


£4 . 


follow the same occupation in the next wor! i Yigg, 
they do on earth?’ es ™ 
“My mother-in-law won't. She mak f wn 
cream!”’ : % v & 
“You don’t love her, I take it. Well, I ond toe 

on with my fiancee’s brother. He doesn’t geyh Se 
like me. In fact, he’s threatened to kik gif ) * 
every opportunity. What -would you advise 
do?” ye" -— 
“Sit down whenever he approaches. ie “y 
$$$ ne & 


NO GOOD HIDING, 


wAi4 


Two Irishmen, serving with their regen 
India, having retired to rest for the nigh” gf 
awakened by the aggravating bites of iy 
quitoes. They pulled their blankets part gt | 
their faces so as to get rid of their tor opi! 
Having slept for a while, one of them, “sah 
from under the blanket, saw a firefly. pp 


Mike,” he cried, “it’s no use hiding. 
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THE WRONG COLOUR. 


kL’ / Fi ?, 


Some funny things are to be heard 24 oN 
the County-court of Whitechapel, a di y| 
East End of London. The folks who appea® a) 
court are mostly of the Jewish race and 
They therefore swear on the Old Testament pe Fd 
they enter the witness-box the usher hand 
copy of the Scriptures printed in Hebrew, . 
the same time: “Are you. a Jew?” : a 0 
One morning a negro went into the bo™ 
usher, either from force of habit or ® oe 
mind, asked the usual question: ‘Are YOU f/ 
“Golly, massa!” answered Sambo, hae 
de colour ob one? piae™ 


4; 


Amidst the laughter of the court, the 
was sworn as a Christian. 
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Loe = pout if “ty,” 
FRIEND: ‘What, grumbling ; Kiet ws 
quarter of an hour's stroll with ye? , 


Kensington Gardens? ‘Think of *°, pé 


mothers who tramped to Brighton, * 
man! 


re 
Bn ZB 


Rens DIDN'T see much sense in running a ‘ Wo- 
“bout Hexibition’ meself w’en I first ‘eard tell 
a _t~'speshly at Olympyer. 
rithout carn’t go out into the streets five minutes 
th n “wag some woman or other making a hexi- 
® dla erself. And then there’s the picshers an’ 
Ys. ff they don’t hex’ibit theirselyes in them 
should like to know w’ere they do; unless 
. A € Turkey baths. 
ye Nigh Was none too pleased on the mornin’ of 
“nS 4 t out w’en ‘er leddyship give me a ticket fm 
‘thet ™en’s Hexibition at Olympyer, instead of a 
ae °r the the-ayter, wot 1 was expectin’. 
in | don’t know as I altogether ’olds with wim- 
way ‘bitin’ theirselves, madam,’ I says—‘that is 
eta’ more’n they oes at present—wot with their 


Bey and lows (present comp’ny accepted, madam,’ 

1 Ww 

‘aang you believe it, she ’adn’t any idea wot 

wey by shorts an’ lows, an’ I ’ad to explain to 
dow Was referrin’ to the skirts an’ jumpers worn 


ty at? laughed, an’ sed I was a dear ole goose, 
be Tag shore I would enjoy meself if I went. _ 
wit — it’s your wish, ma’am,’ I said, “I'll go, 
dg ™oh 4 mind admittin’ that I don’t dislike men 
Tey oat I want. to spend me night out with a 
‘'y Women hex’ibitin’ theirselves!’ 
tere re a perfect scream!’ cries ’er leddyship. 
Pag be hundreds of men there. Besides, it 
hin ly an ex’ibition of women, but a ex’ibition 
“en wot interest women.’ 
«, * puts a diffrent complexion on it,’ I ses. 
au Shore to be plenty o’ men there in that 
Dla if there’s anything I do like to see about 
it’s a man.’ 


-Indiscretion. 


I 
te AVE always been a most unlucky fellow at 
Ry that chappies—in fact, my luck has been so 
My pal, the Hon. Billy, declares that I 
wi ’%stonishingly lucky in love. 
ki Confess, dear chappies, that if I hadn't 
‘er at love than cards, I should have given 
| h a : ago, so you can draw your own conclu- 
he he artist raid to the model when informed 
" left out her tootsies. 
: Ye Ga, esday I was persuaded to join in a 
t » a. of poker at a friend’s flat, and with 
fre @ result. At about 12.30 my last bob and 
ty Wag Datated, and I decided that home sweet 
tic, better and cheaper. Stoutly resisting all 
i a to Stay on, I borrowed a few shillings for 
VYamoosed into the night, swearing that 
Mo, Deir a Play again until the Germans had paid 
"€bts. Some of you know the feeling, al- 
I wy, ehty few of us keep our resolutions. 
ee: Dany & lovely spring night, and I decided to 
n 


Re of the way, thereby saving money and 


~ a 


air at the same time. As I was cross- 
Ner of Beak Street I perceived, standing 
°w of a doorway, looking around help- 
2 Particularly chic damsel, with a cloak 
Y ) Mean her evening dress. Her eyes (such 
Rey Bang on me for just a moment. Thrilled by 

hen I lifted my hat and asked if I could 


%, : 


‘ ag i 4 
: Bray et what I am looking for,” she mur- 
* a *fully. “It’s awfully good of you.” 
he there mute or two T secured a taxi (they're 
Stig you want ’em), and my fair un- 
Mer whispered her addresy, adding 


> ula y , 
Nerve, mind seeing me home? I’m hor. 
3 of being alone at this time of night. 
—*r—l’ve had a quarrel with my—er— 
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AT THE WOMEN’S EXHIBITION AT OLYMPIA.  f& 


an’ orf I goes to 
Olympyer—dressed in me best, I don’t mind tellin’ 
yer, 

‘“‘When I got inside I thought I’d made’ a mis- 


take, or somethink. 
““* Excuse me, sir,’ I ses to a nice, respectable, 


“So I accepted the ticket, 


middle-aged man about me own age, ‘but I’m 
afraid I’ye made a mistake.’ 

“*Vou’re not the first, mum,’ ’e replies. 
made a bloomer or two meself.’ 

“Of course, it made me feel a little bit awkward, 
but I tried to laugh it orf by merely sayin’, with a 
blush wot I couldn't compress: ‘I should never ’ave 
thought you was in the ladies’ underclothin’; f 


“I’ve 


an 
wot’s more, I thought bloomers was out o’ fashing.’ 

“*T faney we're torkin’ at crorss porpoises,’ ’e 
ses with a grin. _ ‘But you was sayin’ you thought 
you ’ad made a mistake. Is there anythink I can 
do for yer—show yer the way, or anythink o’ thet 
sort?” 

“* Well,’ I ses, ‘I thought I was comin’ to 
Olympyer, but I appears to ’ave dropped into Kew 
Gardins in errer. This is more like the Garden of 
Eding then a Women’s Hex’ibition.’ 

“*Well, ain’t that appropriate, ma’am?’ ’e ses 
with a grin. ‘Wasn’t the Garden of Eding the site 
of the first Woman’s Hex’ibition?’ 

“*Git on with you, do!’ I ses. 

“*T ’aven’t anyw’ere to git on to at the mo- 
ment,’ ’e ses. with a larf. ‘I’m one o’ the watch- 
men, an’ my job is t6 stop ’ere, an’ see nobody don’t 
pick the. flowers.’ 

“<Well, I ses, ‘if you must stay w’ere you are, 
p’raps you'll be good enough to tell me w’ere .all 
these women are hex’ibitin’ theirselves.’ . 

«Strait. on an’ round the corner,’ ’e ses. ‘And 


a temper. I was feeling 


and left him in 

half inclined to go back when you spoke to me.” 
Needless to remark, dear chappies, I declared my 

enthusiastic willingness to see her home safe and 


friend 


sound. Before we reached her abode (and it wasn’t 
very far) I learned that her front name was Mavis, 
and she knew mine. 

After that it was only natural that I should 
walk in for a whisky and soda and in order to see 
that no burglars had invaded the flat, Poor Mavis 
was frightfully nervous about burgiars. 

” « * . * 

I don’t know" when I got home exactly, but it 
was certainly wonderfully light. And I had had 
such a yery interesting—er—talk with Mavis that I 
had quite forgotten my wretched luck at cards. 

The next day I saw my host of the previoua 
evening and told him (without details) what had 
happened. 

“You always were a 
marked enviously. 

Which only goes to prove once again that Luck 
is a funny, sort of thing, or, to put\it more briefly, 
you never know your Luck. 


lucky old bean,’ he re- 


o( 
THERE WILL BE AN INQUEST. 


Jingle: Can you tell me the difference between a 
harmonium,*the sea, and your face, Jangle? 

Jangle: Give it up. 

Jingle: Well; a harmonium makes music, the sea 
makes you sick, and your face makes me sick. 
See? 


~70( 


LET HIM DO AS HE CHEWS. 


- A man got into a train with a bag of fruit in 
his: hand, and at the first -station he called out to 
the porter, “I say, porter, do you by any chance 
like fruit?” 

Porter (excitedly): Yes sir! , 

“Then,” said the rude fellow, ‘‘chew the dato 
off my ticket.” : 
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minjer don’t git took for one o’ the ex’ibits,’ ’e ses.) 


sarcastic. like. 

“Thank you,’ I ses, ‘I don’t think you need 
worry yerself about that. I’m an honest widow, 
thank ’eaven. an’ w’en I retires I shan’t ’ave to 
apply for the Old Age Pension.’ 

“That seemed to interest ’im, and ’e looked at 
me with a little more respec’. 

“*Funny thing,’ ’e ses, ‘as I should ’appen to. 
be a-old bachelor, and ’ere we are both as good as 
alone in wot you sed reminded you of the Garden 
of Eden, seems as though it was to be, don’t it? > 
ain’t so ’ard pushed as I need do this job, but it’s 
amoosin’,and now it seems to ‘ave bin sorter fate. 
And I’ve a notion I shouldn’t make a bad ’usban’, 
*spesh’liy linked up with a woman wot ’ad ’ad some. 
experience. | keep my little bit in War Loans.. 
W'ere might you keep yours, ma’am, if it ain’t a 
rude question?’ M 

“*Oh, I carn’t stay ‘ere chatterin’,’ I ses; ‘I 
come to see the Hex’ibition, not to stand torkin’ to 
watchmen wot I ’aven’t bin introjooced to.’ 

““Don’t you worry about that, ma’am,’ ’e ses, 
‘The Hex’ibition won’t run away, an’ the watchman. 
can introjooce ’isself.’ 

“But I thought things was goin’ ahead rather 
too rapid, ’spesh’lly w’en ’e tried to take ’old of me 
"and. So I tore meself away and followed some 
other ladies, findin’ meself at larst w’ere they shows: 
the new dresses. 

“T’m not saying some of "em wasn’t pretty, but 
I didn’t see one wot I would ‘ave bought for meself. 
Us women ain’t all young and ain’t all built like. 
them statchers you sees in the British Museum. 

“So I wandered on to were they was showin’ 
some noo kitchen’ utensils—labour-savin’ devices, 
they calls some of ’em; but, to my mind, they’re: 
lazy-makers, and I, wouldn’t give some of ’em 
kitchen room. 

“Jest as I turned away from the stall, ’oo should 
I find be’ind me but that old bacherler watchman. 

““We should find some o° them things "andy,’ ’& 
ses, ‘if we was to make up together.’ 

“*Ah,’ I ses, ‘now you've give yourself away 
properly. You’re one o’ them men wot likes to git 
everything done for them by machinery; instead of 
doin’ honest work with willin’ ’ands. I wishes: 
you good-night.’ 

“And there I left ’im lookin’ at a patent mangle 
wot didn’t need no turnin’.” 


Sig F mu) thaneow 


“1 ‘ates these American boarders. W’en | told 
‘im it was only by luck | got this steak for "im, see- 
in’ as it was so late, 'e sed it was tough luck, am 
wouldn’t eat it!” 
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I AM troubled in mind. 
Until a few days ago I was honestly. under the 
impression that I possessed a sense of humour, bur 


since I read a book by RK, M. Lucey, entitled 
“ SCIENCE—OF A SORT” (Routledge, 1s. 6d. net), 
grave doubts have arisen in my mind as to whether 
{ understood humour even in its crudest and most 
elementary form. 

For it amounts to this: If I know anything 
about humour, Mr. Lucey must be utterly deficient 
of that. invaluable faculty. This, of course, is in- 
credible, for he has actually had published a book 
which purports to be funny, whereas I have never 
yet enjoyed the ecstacy of approaching a publisher 
with careless confidence and a demand for royalties. 

Logically, therefore, Mr. Lucey is the humourist 
and I am the chump who cannot appreciate what he 
no doubt intends and believes to be funny. 

I am not going to excuse myself for finding no- 
thing to laugh at in Mr. Lucey’s book. It may be 
the conseauence of some congenital disability from 
which I suffer, a sort of mental kink, or a neglected 
education.. ' 

If so. I can’t be blamed for my misfortune. 
But I am entitled to explain to the readers of ‘“ The 
Half-Holiday,” why, in my opinion, “ Science—Of a 
Sort,” by Mr. R. M. Lucey, contains between its 
covers some of the most utter drivel and ultimate 
tosh it has so far been my misfortune to read, 

One of Mr. Lucey’s attempts, at what, for the 
moment and without prejudice, we will call humour, 
is the following: 


“HAVE INSECTS A SENSE OF HUMOUR?” 

Anyone who has observed the sardonic smile on 
the face of a spider that is watching its victim’s 
ineffectual efforts, to escape, or has heard the roars 
of laughter that issue from an ant-hill when two 
of the workers collide, can hardly doubt that 
insects have just as keen a sense of humour as 
human beings. 

Beetles, it appears, are particularly fond of a@ 
joke. A well-known naturalist, who has made a 
life-long study of these engaging creatures, tells us 
that a blaek beetle, which he taught to read, would 


MAN’S DANGEROUS AGE. 


It is said that middle-aged men’ who haye hitherto 
lived regular and blameless lives are liable to 
sudden impulses to extraordinary conduct, owing 


to a realisation of advancing years and a desire. 


for change and to ‘see life” before it is too 
late. 


/ For forty years I’ve lived a life 
As blameless as could be; 
You don’t believe it? Ask my wife 
She’ll say the same as me. 
I’ve gone to work each day at eight, 
Each night at ten to bed; 
But a queer restlessness of late, 
Dissatisfaction with my fate, 
Has almost turned my head! 


I feel a wild, insane desire 
To go and have my fling— 

To join some Bacchanalian choir 
And joyous anthems sing! 

I want to grasp the joie de vivre— 
A thing I’ve never had; 

And what is harder to believe, 

I actually want to leave 
My wife!—I must be mad! 


I’ve never gambled; but I want 
To back a long-priced’ horse; 

I say I want to—but I shan’t— 
That’s understood, of course. 

I want to read life’s hectic page, 
A thing I’ve never done; 

In mad intrigues I would engage! 

I’m tired of being saint and sage, 
Because—I’m FORTY-ONE! M. 


SCIENCE AND SLUSH. 
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amuse itself for hours under the kitchen table with 
a copy of “Punch,” but would take no notice what- 
ever of the “ Daily Telegraph,” and would run away 
and hide at the sight of ‘‘The Times.’ This intel- 
ligent creature was unfortunately slain by the cook, 
a person of violent temper and illogical views, who 
entertained a foolish prejudice against »what she 
termed “‘them vermin,” and refused to allow them 
to share her quarters. 

From the same source we have learnt that ear- 
wigs have been observed literally convulsed with 
merriment at the consternation catised by their 
sudden appearance in a nervous person’s bed. 

The marvellous intelligence of the lower animals 
is borne out by the following well-authenticated 
story. A British-born caterpillar, which had been 
conveyed to France in a basket of vegetables, 
showed very marked signs of annoyance when 
spoken to in French and refused all food. When, 
however, a few words were addressed to it in the 
tongue of its native land, the intelligent beast 


pricked up its ears, wagged its tail, and ate a 
hearty -meal.” 
* * . e 7 


If rubbish less adulterated than the foregoing 
quotation has ever received the dignity of print, 2 
trust it will never be my misfortune to come across 
it. If it was intended to tickle the ribs of adults, 
it is an insult to human. intelligence. If it was 
meant to amuse children, Lewis Carrol must be 
squirming rather than turning in his graye. 

To giye Mr. Lucey a fair chance, I turned over 
a few more pages in search of humour and found 
what is purported to be an unpublished fragment. 
of the 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF XENOPHON, 


in the course of which the following occurs:— 

- “JT remember, as a lad, being taken by my 
father to pay a visit to an eccentric old fellow 
called Socrates, who had acquired some fame as the 
founder of a new school of philosophy. The incident 
lia stamped upon my mind by reason of a little inci- 
dent that befell by the way. 


“TIT was wearing my best tunic and a pair of 
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PROSPECTIVE HOUSEMAID (late munitionette): An’ ’ow many children, migh’ 


APRIL %, ad oe 
new sandals, of which I was very proud. A ye 
corner of Agamemnon Street, near the Ajo* ait 
morial, we passed young Pausanias, a hot? gf 
youth of about my own age, who made 80™ ig y 
paraging remarks about my new suit. I hit o> ’ 
on the head with the short wooden sword wh et 
carried, and in the fracas which ensued, oa 4 
tunic was’ unfortunately torn to threads, 2” Pr 
the annoyance of my father, who threatened 
the amount out of my’ weekly pocket-money- j 
“We found the sage in his back garde™ “4 
with a cup of hemlock and gazing abstractedl¥ go 
recently-exhumed skull. He greeted us warmly 43 Sy 
offered father a drink. which he had the pr 


mind to refuse,” 


* * * * . 
f ° 


If-any reader of “ The Ilalf-Holiday ” 08? # 
anything that bears the remotest resembla™ ny 
humour in the above extract from Mr. 
tempt to be funny, I should like to meet yt = 
obtain an introduction to his oculist, who mU% iit 
discovered the secret of the powerful mae& 
glasses mentioned by Mr. Samuel Weller in 
ot Bardell v, Pickwick. | 

Ruskin spoke of Whistler’s having “ oy @ 
pot of paint’in the face of the public.” Y; ? 
because Whistler’s style was something me # 
Ruskin. Subseauent art critics proved whis 
have been right and Ruskin wrong: ee 

But I venture to say that, when I d iv 
now I do—that Mr. Lucey has thrown & itr fe 
of blatant balderdash in the face of the publ” — 
will be found to challenge my criticism. 

I sincerely hope Mr. Lucey will wake ¥? rs 
day and make the discovery so many other ai 
have made—that humour is one of the most 
forms of literature, and, as a rule, can be at 
only through tears and suffering. Ye 
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WANTED IT MADE PLAIN, 


“Are you the Society editor” asked t?® r 


lady, who seemed to fill the room. , vf 
“No, madam,” said the one addressed- y 
only the court reporter.” 


“Really, I am surprised, But perhaps yo" gh 
do. Your paper said in the account of og 
at my house that floral decorations ‘lent pew ii 
the scene.’ I wish you would make your 5 
state that the floral beauty was not lent- 
thing was paid for.”’ 


Y ‘hoe e 


ine 


harsk? jv 


ly aaa te MY Av ee 


\ 


EXASPERATED PROSPECTIVE EMPLOYER: Four; but we could drown two or three if you oref 
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ey PCH IN (having filled his victim’s shoes with sand, flicked his face with a jelly-fish, stuffed sea-weed down his 


Aue made a mess of him generally): Wot’ll we do wiv him next, Alf? 
(imagination exhausted): | dunno, (Suddenly) W’ve got it! Breave on ’im and give 1m yer ‘ooping-corf! 
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SMALL BOY: 'Arf a pound o’ tea, a pot o’ jam, and a quarter o’ butter, 
and mother says will you put it down till nex’ Thursday? 

GROCER: Thursday? Why Thursday? 

SMALL BOY: 'Cos we’re movin’ Wednesday night, 
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ag 
{ True Tales of Old London Town. : 


Queer Characters and Incidents of a Hundred Years ago. 


PDE SOE LEE TREE ES RELL EN NEL E E 
8.—_OLD’ DRINKING CUSTOMS, 


“THE ‘Tatler’ (No. 24) gives a curious account 
of the origin of thegword ‘Toast,’ as used in the 
drinking of healths. It states that it had its rise 
from an accident at Bath, in the reign of Charles 
II. It happened that, on a public day, a celebrated 
beauty of those times was in the Cross Bath, and 
one of the crowd of her admirers took a glass of the 
water in’ which the fair one stood, and drank her 
health to the company. There was in the place aw 
gay fellow, half fuddled, who offered to jump in, 
and swore, though he liked not the liquor, he would 
have the toast. He was opposed in his resolution; 
yet this whim (says the paper in question) gave 
foundation to the present honour which is done to 
the lady we mention in our liquor, who has ever 
since been called a toast. There are writers, how- 
ever, who dispute this origin of the term, and assign 
it (used-in' this sense) a much more ancient one—an 
opinion apparently corroborated in the following 
lines of Hudibras, which was published before the 
period alluded to: 

“*Who would not rather suffer whipping, 
Than swallow toasts of bits of ribbon: 
And indeed the ‘ Tatler’s’ anecdote seems likelier to 
have been a consequence, than the cause, of this 
singular use of the word,” 

One Stephen Perlin, a French ecclesiastic, who 
was in London in the reign of King Edward VIL., 
speaks, perhaps in just terms, of what was a great 
fault in the character of the English then, and is 
so now—the fondness for drink. He says: ‘“ The 
English are great drunkards. Yn drinking or eat- 
ing, they will say to you a hundred times, ‘I drink 


to you;’ and you should answer them in their 
language, ‘I pledge you.’ When they are drunk, 
they will swear death and blood that you shall 


drink all that is in your cup.” 


| 


ee 


“The word pledge,” continued the Quaker, “is 
probably derived from the French ‘ pleige,’ a surety 
or gage. The expression of ‘I'll pledge you,’ is, by 
most writers, deduced from the time of the Danes’ 
ruling in England, It\ being said to have been 
common with those ferocious people to stab a native, 
in the act of drinking, with a knife or dagger; here- 
upon people would not drink in company, unlesa 
some one present would be their pledge, Or surety, 
that they should receive no hurt whilst they were 
in their draught; and hence is thought to come the 
following expression from Shakespeare, in his 
“Timon of Athena ’:— 

j : eae 2 
Were a huge man, I should fear to drink at meals, 
Lest they should spy my windpipe’s dangerous notes; 
Great men should drink with harness on their 
throats.’ 

“The old manner of pledging each other, accord- 
ing to Strutt (an eminent investigator of antiqut- 
ties of this kind), was, the person who was going to 
drink, asked any one of the company who sat near 
him, whether he would pledge him, on which he 
answered that he would. and held, up his knife or 
sword to guard him whilst he drank; for, whilst a 
man is drinking, he is necessarily in an unguarded 
posture, exposed to thg treacherous stroke of some 
hidden or secret enemy. The same author, to cor- 
roborate what he advances, gives, in the part. of his 
works mentioning this custom, a print from an illu 
minated drawing of the time; in the middle of 
which is a figure, going to drink, addressing him- 
self to his companion, who seems to tell him that 
he pledges him, holding up his knife in token of his 
readiness to assist and protect him. Some authors 
say that the custom took rise from the murder of 
Edward the Martyr. who was barbarously stabbed iny 

/ 


‘Our Handsome Boxers’’? no wonder the flappers go mad over them, 


ERIN FOR EVER. 


On seeing a notice in the window of a country 
general shop that everything was sold there by 
the yard, an Irishman entered. 

“Do you sell milk?” said he. 

“Yes,”” said the shopman, 

“Then give me a yard,” said Pat. 

“All right,” said the shopman; ard, dipping his 


2 


finger in a milkcan at his side, he drew it a yard, 


in length on the counter. Looking up triumphantly 


at Pat, he asked: “Do you want anything else, 
sir?” 

“No,” said Pat; “but jist rowl it up in a bit 
o’ paper, and I’ll take it home wid me.” 
sol 


WHAT IT 1S COMING TO. 


First Chauffeur: I ran down three men to-day, 
but it wasn’t my fault. 

Second Chauffeur: Of course not! There ought 
to be a law prohibiting reckless pedestrians! 


Os A 
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the back, on horseback, by' an assassil, Me i" y 
drinking at Corfe Oastle, the residence of E 

the widow of Edgar. nore i a 

“The term ‘hob-nob’ is baid to be ® — yeh 


ture, rashly.’ And the question, ‘will you 2° 
with me?’ Grose explians, in his Classical Dic?” # 
of the Vulgar Tongue, as being one forme!” of 
fashion at polite tables, aignifying a requeé ptt 
challenge to drink a glass of wine with the 
poser. He says further, that im the days of {pe 
Bess, when great chimneys were in .fashio?» 
was at each corner of the hearth, or grate, ™ it ? 
elevated projection, called the hob, and bebi®“ gi” 


; " u 

country eXpression, and to mean’ sometimes poe 
Zz : 

pa 


seat. In winter-time the beer was placed a iv % 
hob to warm, and the cold beer, or that 7 fe 
tended to be warmed, waa set on a small ta? 7 
ported to have been called a nob. So the % 
question, will you have hob or nob? seems of je" Ye 
have meant, will you have warm or cold bee uy 
beer from the hob-or beer from the nob? 

““Formerly, in the churches in Londo™ e 
other parts of England, a whip was huDgs “a x 
punish all drunkards. The emblem of the™ por we 
barrel standing on end, with a bung-holé " yo ky 
and a spigot beneath. Accordingiy, a tub we 
over them, with holes made for the head and b fd 
and so they. were obliged to walk throug? 
streets.” a 

Jol Xe 
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NOTHING IN IT. 

eRe ie 
Willie: Dad. what’s the difference betwee? * 

nito and alias? a 
Father: About the same difference, ™Y ad 

between kleptomaniac and robber. 


Jo( 
ALWAYS THE LITTLE GENTLEMAN. 


Par 
yo 1 Ny 
Mother: Oh, Bobby, you naughty boy, 4 yo 
been smoking! (Pause). Poor darling, d F 
feel bad? a 
Bobby (who has been well brought up): oS X 
you! I’m dying! 


WASN'T AFRAID, 


yr 


Landlady: Don’t be afraid of the meats { ey, 
Jones. ite iy 

Jones (a new border): I am not afraid of oo »t . 
have seen twice as much meat and it didn’t tag 


me a bit. 
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WHEN MEN ARE REALLY cno-nnae 


aS. 
oe wet 


VSS hk 


“T think I have the most tender-hearted pu SF 
in the world.” remarked Mrs. Washingt0?- yf 
can’t bear to beat his children, even w2? 
need it ever so badly,” % 

“That's nothing,” remarked Mrs. 
“My husband is-so tender-hearted I can’t ge 
to beat the carpet.” 
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‘A HINT. 


yf 

Sweet Girl (in a, boat): What is this plac? 
back of the boat for? : o% 

Nice Young Man: That is to put an oat. oh 
you want to scull the boat. Rowing reaU!™ od 
oars, one on each side; but in sculling only of 
used. That is placed at the back and 
with one hand. 

Sweet Girl (after meditation): I wish Y 
try sculling for a time, 
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THOSE LOVING FRIENDS AGAIN: 


wr 
: j pn? 
Patience: Lessons are given now, you x 


means of a phonograph and by wireless- P 
Pamela: Is that the way your sister le 
sing? 


i? 
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A RUN OF LUCK. ae 
wee : 
Prospective Buyer of Ford Motor-Car: it 8 \ ne 


a terrible experience to run over a huma® ” of @y 
Salesman (affably): Not with this make 

sir! It’s equipped with the best shock abs? 

the market! 
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E HALF-HOLIDAY ’" AMUSEMENT GUIDE, 
“sing Rates -- Six Lines Five Shillings. | 


y GRAND VARIETIES. 
y of Daily, 2.30, 6.10, and 8.45, 
t aw Neng, be, Programme changed weekly. 4 
or es to od., plus tax. Gerr. 6064, 
i . Pate ee PSY Re Oa pl Ae 
yet bum, Ger. 7540 
o GRAND VABJETIES. 
‘y Twice Daily, | 2.80 and 7.45. 
Ser ay. Lh ee eee 
is" 
b < ten. Nightly, 8.80; Tues., Thurs., Sat., 2.80 
ape Moere and Miss Sybil Thorndike 
/ present 
1a Sa ADVERTISING APRIL. 
ee tu. SoNrer eye) hal Bi ES etd wy 
me | - LANE. Ger. 2588-9. 
P # Moscovitch in 
of es E ANGELO. 
c? - ees 8.30; Mats. Wed., Sat., 2.30. 
p i % 


OF ven 8. Gerr. 818. 
THE MARRIAGE OF KITTY. 
Marie Tempest, 


eines 8,80; Mat., Thurs. and Sat., 2.80. 
ay wee Te | : TA 


Jose Collins in 


THE LAST WALTZ. 
, 815; Mat., Thurs,, Sat., 2,80. 


i 


Gerr. 2780. 


& Nightly 


Mou *IicruRE THEATRES. 
{iicture THEATRE. Kingeway. 
2 1.45 to 10,80 (Sundays, 6 to 10.80). 
Tages changed twice weekly. 


®ALLery Regent St. 


*watinueus Daily, 2-11 (Sundays, 6-11), 
SS _Prices. is. 8d. to 68. (imol.). 


At the Alhambra. 


u 
ry, We oY dead? 
we © months ago the question was hotly can- 
. ty Seg and with much headshaking, many people 
te iP pbatically that it was. Apparently, 
ite i Was another instance of Mark Twain’s 
g? me E eiaeseraic report.’ The Alhambra has 


. Pleted “a full year of two-house nightly 
“a during that period close upon a million 
f people have visited the performances 


SS 
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mo Be Surprised,” with George Robey, has 
ferred from Covent Garden to the Alham- 
mi ortnight, or possibly three weeks, This 
oi fan that the Alhambra is to become a 
in ue, but constitutes merely a customary 
e. these days, from the ordinary variety 


He Dy GEORGE ROBEY. 

Le 

1% iy "Atig, 

Cu Nei. an “a in the caste include Miss *Cecilia 
rb? San | 1,  8lish mezze-soprano, who replaces the 


% the Alma Adair, who played the leading 
istpff-side at Covent Garden. 


a BALE BOL IDAY: 


Another is Beryl Beresford, the recently-die- 
ecavered Stoll star. who has risen to fame in a 
surprisingly short space of time, by reason of her 
extraordinary fund of humour and her singing 
powers, and who also takes a prominent part. 
But perhaps the greatest surprise of all is young 
Dan Leno. the son_of the famous comedian, who 
is “following in father’s footsteps,’ and who is now 
being given a chance to come into his heritage. 
Dan Leno appears at every 6.10 performance at the - 
Alhambra, in the part hitherto played by George 
Robey. — Mr. Robey appears at the matinee and at 
the 8.45 performances. 


JOHN COATES, 
The Great Tenor at the Coliseum, Monday, April 23rd 


4 


Altogether, “‘ You’d Be Surprised” ought to be a 
huge success at the Alhambra; the atmosphere, of 
the famous Leicester Square house is more suited 
to the type of production than Covent Garden could 
be, and the prices, which range from ninepence to 
five shillings—as compared with half-a-guinea at 
Covent Garden—are certainly more in keeping with 
the capacity of post-war pockets. 


Pre-paid Small Advertisements. 


Advertisements are received under the above 
heading and inserted in “Ally Sloper’s Half- 
Holiday"’ at the rate of Twopence per Word. 
No display is permitted, and the Publishers re 
serve the right of declining any advertisement 
which does not mest with their approval. 


The Minimum Charge for any Advertisement 
is Two Shillings and Sixpence. 


J. B. WEDGE, (Established 1800), Manufacturers 
of Van and Lorry Sheets and Tarpaulins, Water- 
proof Olothing. Marquees and Tents on Hire. 
‘Tackle, Ropes and Twines, Inside and Outside 
Blinds, Scenery Canvas and Stage Oloths, Gauze 
Business Signs, Mats and Matting, Banners, Decora- 
tions and Flags of All Nations.—Note the Address— 
238; Walworth Road, London, 8.E.17. Telephone: 
Hop 1016. 


BE HEALTHY AND STRONG.—Use Wareham’s 
Exercisers and Developers. Obtainable at all 
athletic outfitters. 


. PORTRAITS (by an expert Artist and Academy 
Exhibitor) REPRODUCED FROM ANY PHOTO- 
GRAPH. in Water Colour. Any size quoted up to 
and including 20in, by l6in. All pictures guaran- 
teed perfect likenesses, and highly and artistically 
painted. Send P.O. (10s. 6d.) and photo, with full 
particulars, to—J PICKERING, 488, Norwood Road, 


8.E.27. Money returned if unsatisfactory. 
WM. C. DAVIS (late of “ Bedford’s,’”’ Fenchurch 
Street. E.C.), the Brixtonian Bookseller, Stationer, 


and Tobacconist, 


29, Robsart Street, Brixton, S.W, 9. 
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At the Coliseum. 


At the Coliseum, in addition to the Offénbach 


. Follies, who enter upon the second week of their sea- 


son, Maud Resy and Dragor, who have scored an 
unusual degree of success throughout the Continent 
in general, and at Monte Carlo in particular, with 
their exhibition dancing, make their initial appear- 
ance in London. 

The programme also includes John Coates, the 
well-known tenor: Dorothy Ward, the principal boy; 
Bert Errol, the female impersonator; Madvini, the 
celebrated Russian violinist; The Anserouls; and 
the Hanlon Brothers. 


YOUR POWDER PUFF ALWAYS HANDY. 
u Ladics find the WRISTLET POWDER, 
| PUFF CASE AND - 

>A, MIRROR 
t -\ indispensable at 
\ dances, parties, golf, 
tennis, boating, and ’ 
| the holidays. Worn 
\like a wrist watch, i 
contains powder | 
puff, mirror, and If 
powder. Your Pow- 

der Puff and Mirror always at hand 
} Useful and Handy. Only 2/6 each, 
post free. Send remittance to 


THE NOVELTY CO. “De t. + 
Boswell House, Bolt Crt, Fleet 
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OL MPIC KDE 
SPURS THE APPETITE 


OBTAINABLE FROM YOUR GROCER 
SOLD EVERYWHERE ‘ 


STOTT LT. 


PUNDIT 


oa pa | 


TRADE MARK 


_ ae tetken tea Rat = 
On me, at leading Chemists & Sterse 
Full instructions and descriptive pamphiets, 
Tins each 1/-, 1/9 2/6 


or from Sole Manufacturers 
(post free, 1/4, 2/8, 3/3.) 


B, WINSTONE & Sons, Ltd., 
100/101, Shoe Lane, London, E.0.4 


When Weaning Baby 


insist on vp 


60 YEARS Tins 9d. 1/6 
SUCCESS, 5i- ond 


Write for Illastrated List 
giving fall parttealers, 
NOTTINGHAMSHIRE 
TIMBER C°9O LT? 
Caledonian R¢, RETFORD 


Linen Permanently Protected, 


JOHN BOND’S 
““CRYSTAL PALACE” 
MARKING INK. 


IS FOR EVER INDELIBLE. 


FOR USE WITH OR WITHOUT HEATING 
(WHICHEVER KIND IS PREFERRED), 


Of all Stationers, Chemists & Stores. 6d. 
Used in the Royal Households. 


PERMANENT &1s, 
PROTECTION. 
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7 ASPANININ | \: zh 
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UN ‘mam c “tA 4 
‘ == —ws | ae Ne KEYStONE tone 


of “Lipton's SUCCESS 


ee 
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has been Quality —and to-day — q 
Quality ranks: first in. the principle : 
on which LIPTON’S business is 1 
conducted. LIPTON’S take a 
personal pride in the excellence 
of everything they supply for the 
table. Judge for yourselves how 
well that ideal is maintained in 
all you buy from LIPTON’S 


LIPIONS #@ 
Tea Planters, Ceylon : 


THE LARGEST TEA GROWERS, MANUFACTURERS 
AND RETAILERS OF FOOD PRODUCTS IN THE WORLD 


HEAD OFFICE: CITY ROAD, LONDON, E.C.1 
Branches and Agencies throughout. the United Kingdom 
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